ON THE ROAD TO POWER
MUSSOLINI looked pale and out of humour
in the lamplight. He ruffled a newspaper
in his hand as I came to the end of the twenty
yards * promenade from the door to his desk.
This was not unencumbered as usual, for on it
there lay a thick pile of documents. I knew
that the two men who had left him a minute
or two before my arrival were bank directors,
so I said:
"You are tired this evening. Would you rather
postpone our conversation ?"
"I have had to study the balance-sheet of
a Bank," he said, resting his chin on his hand*
"Never mind. Let's have our talk. It will be a
relaxation."
The strain he had been undergoing was
manifest in the curtness of his subsequent
rejoinders. I inquired:
"Had you not many such moments of fatigue,
of discouragement, during the war? In your
articles, especially in the later ones, you write
so bitterly about fraternity that I read into them
disillusionment concerning all that happened, even
the victory. In one of them you say that the germs
of decay are hidden in a victorious nation. That
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